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I went out and found oPEN LETTER 1ofour 
[recalling a book i issued backwhen, tracing 
the connections between COACH HOUSE 
and ConrTACT presses — entitled, 1ofour: 
Between the Tweny/2o Lines / Extenuating 
Impressions of a Backlane Community of 
Mindless Acid freaKs — 6 December 1991, 
96 copies, 144pp] and read thru several of 
the essays plus McCaffery’s interview last 
night — a fine evening’s distraction to say 
the least. Kinda threw me tho reading 
Darren’s piece to discover even he seems 
inclined to muffle the resonance of the 
lane pome. He leaves it, “this is a ‘drop 
poem,’ whose subtle shifts in signification 
depend on the text being set in a monotype 
font, with each letter occupying equal space 
(as on a typewriter), and the “a's”, the “i” 
and the “o” occupying the second cell of the 
implicit grid” [p4o]; tho i’m sure he regis- 


tered discriminations beyond case dis- 
tinction in his initial sweep thru the text. 

First off, “monotype” is lead-type cast by 
the letter, on a Monotype machine, with no 
particular aversion to proportional fonts. 
I think the word he may have wanted was 
“fixed”, a fixed-width font comprising 
characters of equal ‘set’ width. 

As i said before, Stan’s original inclination 
was to paint a poem on the lane to last the 
day of the induction, and after i'd advanced 
the alternative of cutting it instead, i felt 
impelled to stay up most of the night 
rifling beep’s books in search of a suitable 
text (aware that if i didn’t come up with 
something appropriate, the idea stood a 
good chance of dying stillborn on the 
table so-to-speak, as a number of suggest- 
ions we'd come up with around the 
lunch-table at that time inevitably ended 
up). One of the reasons i settled on this 


piece was the distillate transmutation of 
sight to sound in its notation: as fine a 
syneesthetic masterstroke as any you will 
encounter. 

The line of vowels — graphing both lane 
and line (not to mention the stress on 
lone, out-lined in the remote articles) — 
draws the eye thru the lake of momentary 
reflection, to the side of the head (off in 
the outlands, in fringe: inducing border- 
blur — in cognition more than form), the 
viewers’ /readers’ attention diverted to the 
ear where beep interminably nested not- 
ation — in this case, as often, his icono- 
graphic lamella of the inspired letter, H. 

There are 8 vowels in that line for a reason: 
H of course being the eighth letter — both a 
vowel & a consonant — the letter of breath, 
of inspiration, and as such, the focal letter 
(H inviolable in the mirror, sustaining 
breath — both inverted and inside-out — 


while easily deflated to the more enigmatic 
1 [with serifs] when toppled — just as “8” 
sustains one’s celestial-octave thrall 
[transmuting the scale of musical not- 
ation: ie, further sound allusion] in the 
glass and on its head, metamorphing to 
infinity [antipodal 1] when tipped - a 
most resonant seme). 

In other words, focus on ‘the letter’, 
affording our most radiant means of res- 
onant transit down his Lane. A pome that 
paves the weigh thru language. Visual / 
sound alternatives exquisitely refining the 
direct cut of antecedent ‘breath-line’ thru 
the modernist lock of narrative and percept 
(Cartesian grid of cognition). The initial L 
in the other 4 lines, also resounded most 
conveniently (tho without any exceptional 
value to the composition — unless you cite 
the tenuities of a semi-liquid significance) 
the fifty years of beep’s presence in our 


midst. The lane is further shaped like an L 
(an elevated train of thot — high indiffer- 
ence — departing from the original name of 
God, el, appropriate for a softie on saints), 
A lane removed from the wor(t)d, afford- 
ing consummate residence in the word. 
The convergences of notation, geography 
and numerology further echoed the reality 
that Coach House Press itself is situated 
on that lane in alphabetic orientation, 
occupying lots G and x [conjoined as F- 
stop, refracting the visual focus of this 
emphatically lens-based press; and appro- 
priate in another sense, for Stan, in that 
both buildings - warehouse & press proper 
— were originally dairy stables, and gee & 
haw, the operative commands for wagon 
masters]. So vapours of H rising imper- 
ceptibly off beep’s ostensibly visual marker 
[David Smith’s rubric under which he 
cuts such works in stone, being Marker], 


breathlessly, one might sigh, misting the 
site in ominous overtones. A truly sound 
impression: letters aspirating stone with 
mere vizyuns of breath. The spectator 
resuscitated to audition by an echo at the 
heart of the word. Coach House very 
much at home, need i add, in the letter nH 
(or put another way, if H lacked a home 
to go back to, H bpNichol Lane wd more 
than do). 

One might also note the 32 spaces de- 
limiting the lane pome grid, reflected on 
the echo of mere image, in the 23rd letter 
w (psalm of self returned in sign). And st / 
raining farther, the second column [or B 
in the alphabet, a house: ‘vowel’, our most 
durable litry refuge] — the only field filled 
— emphasizing the resonant aspiration of 
script vocalized in speech. 

Essentially, you end up with a most con- 
crete visual, breathing resonant direction 


along legendary litry inroads, beep’s 
marker, or headstone as it were, incised 
with the soundest resonance of his mon- 
umental memry. A live recording of what 
in us never fades, the wake you leave 
recalling aspiration. The magic of all not- 
ation, which beep summoned, to make 
signs ring interminably. Sortof as if the o 
in “lone” were meant to slip around the 
guiding digit, or wand — phallic and lingual 
— of every dowser dinking his way thru 
the cavernous back wards of sound 
impression, to bind us in concert in this 
harmonic spell of solitary intercourse. 
Lane pome as heavy breather: a real stone 
groove. Or, in a more billowy expansion, 
lane gone lung (back wash of litry 
reflection, a most navigable sound). 

And when you envision Rochdale at the 
head of the lane and Coach House halfway 
along, as figurative serifs, you might trace 


the outline of that H back to the inspir- 
ation of those heady heyday tokes of con- 
spiratorial distemper toward cut-in-stone 
authoritarian certitude [where the letter 
of the law seemed determined to preclude 
the spirit of sound community] which both 
the Rochdale commune and the Coach 
House common ignited exuberantly in 
those ventillating 60s, in defiant celebra- 
tion of a far more relative primacy: muse 
invoking music. The synesthetic trans- 
mutation of cite to sound, enlivening that 
lane from the moment Stan relocated 
there spring 1968, and Rochdale College 
belatedly opened its unhung doors some- 
what prematurely the same September. 

A lane perhaps shaped like an 1, but 
eroded as H (with Coach House and 
Rochdale polarized serifs): indeterminacy 
and inspiration, caught rhapsodically in 
the echo of representative breath so per- 


fectly in this pome, resounded hauntingly 
from the subtle canyons of those chiselled 
semes. Pictures making sound: not the 
sound of reading, the sound of seeing. 
The cite of beep’s H exhaling the historic 
configuration of the two outposts most 
dedicated to subversion of convention in 
our time, in breathtaking commemoration 
of the spirit of that lane. 

Incidentally, you may not have heard 
that Stan faithfully filled the Lake with 
water every morning for months after the 
pome was cut, diligently sweeping away 
the evening’s spoil of student leavings and 
accumulated dirt like the most dutiful 
ceme(n)tery attendant (Michael Ondaatje, 
the night he came by for the skinny, taking 
an uncontrollably respectful leak into the 
lake; or wuzzit merely wine he spilled in 
consecration, i forget..). Another little- 
known rill of lane runoff: after urging 


Stan to save the chunks David Smith chis- 
elled out of the concrete, i ground several 
up and mixed a recombinant batter of lane 
letters for inclusion in the grOnkbag (one 
per bag), preserving, not merely com- 
memorating, the history of the lane in 
that quintessential concrete alphabet. 
One of the problems it seems, with 
appreciation of bp’s remains, might be 
that many analysts view it expressly from 
the fatal latitude of theory, taking a strict 
terminological lie as the best approach. 
Not enough taut about beep’s insistence 
on keeping the record, i’m afraid, the tether 
of exploration for him very much a bib- 
liographical urgency for constellating 
expression toward an emergent mapping 
of this mapping of turns (relieving 
Cartesian gridlock). He was seldom more 
interested in leaving something, it seems 
to me, than concerned about recalling 


what he uncovered to the vast database of 
alternative modalities, his notational 
experiments very much a mnemonic pur- 
suit of place for even the most wayward 
insight, in the broader lattice of cultural 
recollections. He set himself the challenge 
of remembering to record a great many 
more details than most, searching inter- 
minably thru all manner of expression for 
a system of semes that afforded broadest 
accountability of identifiable relations 
(logical, analogical, homological, etc). Not 
enough to pave the trail with crumbs of 
insight, but to ignite with that blaze a 
reflexive winding in, the fervor for his- 
toricity in remotest see or say. He rarely 
lost cite of the writer’s responsibility to 
address posterity as much as the past, 
with every assertion of presence. 

Few of these apologists appreciate 
sufficiently, frinstance, that he may have 


been one of the sole so-called New Wave 
or post-modernist scribblers anywhere to 
integrate successfully in his writing, the 
essence of ontology with the present- 
iment of phenomenology [an integration 
uncommonly paralleled, from where i sit, 
by the first sustaining fusion of fine- and 
small-press imperatives in the realm of 
independent publishing at Coach House - 
making bp’s pome that much more con- 
sonant for the lane]. In his interview, 
Steve McCaffery admits (from the Olson 
end of the beerglass) the fatal saturation 
of this residual ‘humanism’ [describing 
The Martyrology “an uneven work bogged 
down in organicism and humanism” (p78) 
and polarizing beep’s “more demotic” 
critical interests beyond progressive 
imperatives of hieratic theory (in this 
case, “a Marxist-based critique of narrative, 
commodity, and language” welding critical 


theory “to a political agenda”; p79) — the 
intellectual demos implicitly absorbed with 
rank humanist constructs, as rendered 
hypothetically from phenomenological 
altitudes]; pointing up, in my view, a 
ready lack of convenient elaborations for 
this complication of beep’s somewhat 
unique contribution, at hand. (Tho i have 
no doubt whatever, that Steve better than 
most, has unquestionably articulated this 
apparent dichotomy at least for himself, 
in far more refined terms.) 

bp celebrated the artist’s affliction of 
empathy whole-heartedly, kineesthetically 
exploring the heritage of outcamp and 
construct through embodiment more than 
dialectic or dismissal. He was buoyantly 
refreshed by a consuming independence 
that effectively precluded sustained 
dependence on doctrine, catechism, or 
rigorous rehearsal, preferring instead to 


reclaim from the currents of culture, mere 
fluency. This motility, i wd contend, is his 
most concrete legacy. 

Meanwhile, yr suggestion of collaboration 
on a project to commemorate the five- 
year anniversary of the induction, is truly 
welcome (‘5} of course, summed in ‘sense’ 
to ‘nickel’— making it the auspicious time 
for it), but, apart from my resolution to 
resist the urge to ever publish again, i feel 
so close to dead these daze as to find it all 
but impossible to even consider. 

The first three years after the induction, 
i made my way reverently to the lane each 
anniversary to sip brandy and drink in the 
absurdity of the only street in the entire city 
named after a [Canadian] writer, hoping 
to encounter others paying similar respects. 
During the festivities on that cold rainy 
midway afternoon, while the Island band 
boomed thru a sprizingly inexhaustible 


repertoire of songs with Barrie in the title, 
and the dogs and kids and speech balloons 
(another of the Coach House installations) 
and David Young’s mother in a wheel- 
chair all ravelled in raucous revelment, 
with Nash and his indomitable corps of 
dedicated volunteers off to one side 
shooting interviews under an umbrella, i 
wove thru the celebrants, self-appointed 
ordinant, handing out copies of back /lane/ 
letters and administering communion from 
the cruet of Napoleon brandy i’d prepared, 
with handstamped label reading Tonic. 
Unfortunately, however, i never managed 
to press that tonic ordinance much deeper 
into the great collective indifference, no 
one ever reappearing for anniversaries to 
partake in further communion, without 
an express invite. After a poetry reading 
late the night of the third anniversary, a 
gaggle of beery likelies rejoined my plain- 


tive call from the press — i worked the night- 

shift then — for the sole ritual observance 

of the anniversary to date. arthur cravan TWENTY-SIX COPIES 
COMMEMORATING THE 
FIFTEENTH ANNIVERSARY 
OF bpNICHOL LANE 
WALPURGISNACHT 09 
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NOTE an unauthorized appearance of 
the uncredited photo in BRICK LXXVII 


(May 2006) p63, bore the goof caption: PHOTO COURTESY OF 
‘unidentified man beside concrete poem’. D.M.OWEN SPRING 2004 


“A way a lone a last a loved a long the” 


the wake from Joyce’s furrowing craft — 
terminal line from Finnegans Wake, 
1939: FABER & FABER 


